Na^aret

but cactus spines, three sided, not leafy in their texture but
marrowy and water filled, the messembryanthemum. White
with black anthers, or roselike red, the rock cistus grows. The
wind sighs in the pinewood and smells of that. But, now, you
hear the waves. There are white houses and a saltwhite strand.
The long road leads to the foreshore.

Its corner is pandemonium let loose. The fishermen of Nazaret
run in their loose trousers and surround you. They are barefoot;
and their trousers are tramps' trousers, the trousers of tratnp
cyclists. Coat, shirt, and trousers, are no two of them alike. All
are in check patterns, red and blues and yellows, all barred in
black. They wear the knitted stocking cap of the tarantella dancer.
But their women are statues, never moving, robed in black.
They sit, motionless, their faces hidden, their heads shawled in
black cloth over the flat hat of the water carrier, made level for
the amphora. From one hour to another they will never move.
They do not speak; but are veiled nuns vowed to silence. The
fishingnets, the floats and corks, all the harbour imagery, lie
round them.

But the fishermen of Nazaret have boats which transcend their
men and women in improbability. These are square and flat-
bottomed at the stern, then narrow their short bodies to a high
arched prow. The wood is painted in bright patterns, in blacks
and whites and reds; so that nothing is' more curious than the
sardine boats of Nazaret, ashore, hauled from the sea, or launch-
ing on the waves. They are tended by the fishermen in their black
caps and the hundred squares and barrings of their checks, and
by the black cowled women, woken into life, now, and working
with the men. Or the boats lift and fall, near to shore, upon the
swell, clumsy but unsinkable.

Everything is odd in this little town so near to the sands* Its
alleys of white houses are mere windowless cubes, even the
features of its men and women are in marked difference from
those of the real Portugal. In theory it is a Phoenician settlement,
and there is support to be found for this in their Semitic appear-
ance and in the shape and pattern of their boats.* Higher up the

* There would seem to be visual evidence that is beyond contradiction
of the Phoenician origin of this Portuguese fishing population, along the
Atlantic coast from Nazaret to just south of Oporto. Their Semitic tvoeis most